HAVE A SLIMMER YOUTHFUL FEMININE 





'yHE first day on the set of "Magic 

Town," Karen Dee was petrified with 
fear. It was only a bit part she was play- 
ing, since the casting director had told her 
she lacked fire and emotional depth. 
"You're a clever little actress. Karen," 
he had told her kindly, "but only With 
your head. Your heart isn't in it." 

Karen had ruefully, but gratefully, ac- 
cepted the minor role offered to her, and 
here she was, scared to death. Everyone 
moved so fast, seemed to know exactly 
what to do, had such an experienced air. 
There was Lydia Hawks, talking with 
Jeffrey CoHins. They were the stars, 
glamorous people, set apart from her and 
oh, so high above her. 

"She's beautiful!" Karen sighed, 
watching Miss Hawks walk towards her 
dressing room, followed by a retinue of 
makeup men and wardrobe girls. 

'■I prefer yjour type." a deep voice said, 
close to Karen's ear. 

Gasping. Karen turned and looked up 
into the laughing blue eyes of Jeffrey 
Collins. "Mr. Collins!" she exclaimed. 

"Jeff, to you," he smiled, drawing her 
hand through his arm. "How about some 
nice hot coffee, my girl? Calm your nerves' 
your first day on the set!" 

Jeff Cttllins was wonderful. He made 
Karen feel at home, had her laughing 
and joking as she asked a hundred ques- 
tions a minute. "You're my kind of a 
girl," he told her. "How about dinner 
some night this week? Say . . . tonight?" 

Karen could hardly believe her ears. 
This tall, handsome guy sounded as good 
as he looked. "Love to," she breathed. 

It was the first of many entrancing eve- 
nings. Dinner, dancing, theatres, the mov- 
ies, long drives, goif, with the gaiety and 
intimacy deepening between them. Karen 
came to know one thing, as surely as she 



knew ?he lived. She had fallen in love 
with Jeffrey Collins. Deeply in love! 

Jeff seemed to sense a new reserve in 
her manner as she sat in the car beside 
him one night. "I'm glad you're serious. 
Karen," he told her. "I've said this on 
the screen many times, but I'm saying it 
in earnest now. / love ^ou!" 

It was heaven. His arms around her. 
his lips on hers. Karen went to bed that 
night, thinking of Jeff, still feeling the 
thrill of his kisses. She could scarcely con- 
tain herself the next day, as she walked 
onto the set. How could she act, listen 
to directions, keep her eyes from adoring 
Jeff every moment? 

A high, sweet voice cut into her 
thoughts . . . Lydia's voice. "You're clev- 
er, Jeffrey," she was saymg. "You've 
gotten terrific publicity of gomg out with 
that little fool ! Everyone's saying you're 
a democratic guy, hobnobbing with the 
lower classes. Very clever, indeed!" 

Karen didn't wait for Jeff's answer. 
Hurt, shocked beyond belief, she showed 
herself to Lydia and Jeff. Then, word- 
lessly, she turned and walked away. 
"Karen!" Jeff called after her. But she 
kept on walking, the feeling of shame and 
humihation hot within her. 

"Karen!" Jeff caught her in his arms, 
paying no attention to the people around. 
"I love you, darling. If you don't marry 
me. you'll get anfotvorablc publicity. I'll 
see to it!" Karen could not help smiling 
through her tears. He had told her he 
loved her, told her for everyone to hear! 

"I love you, too, Jeff," she cried, her 
eyes underscoring her words. 

"Print that!" yelled the director. *'I 
take it back. Karen! You've got plenty 
of fire . . . enough to make you a star!" 

"I don't want to be a star," she laugh- 
ed. "Just Mrs. Jeff Collinsr 



JT was hard to begin, to find the right 

words for this painful situation. But 
Jane knew she had to find them. Ken 
was looking at her expectantly, wonder- 
ing why she had asked him to come in 
the early afternoon; right in the middle 
of an important conference. 

"Don't think I'm silly. Ken," Jane 
said, "but it . . . it's our engagement, I'm 
just not sure we ought to be married, I'm 
not sure it's the real ihing!" ' 

Ken laughed heartily, then stopped as 
he saw tears in Jane's eyes. "I'm sorry, 
angel," he apologized, "but you and I 
. . , why, we've known each other ever 
since we were in grade school!" 

"That's it!" Jane was earnest. "I'm 
afraid we're just a habit to each other. 
Ken! We take each other for granted. 
But is that love? Think how terrible it 
would be if after we were married, I 
should meet a man, or you should meet 
a girl . . her voice faltered. 

Ken tried to dissuade her, but it was 
no use. Clearly, Jane had become pan- 
icky at the thought of a possible mistake, 
and there was no dissuading her. He 
walked back to the office slowly, the en- 
gagement ring like a leaden weight in his 
pocket. Jane had given him his freedom. 

As for Jane, she congratulated herself. 
She had done the intelligent, sensible, 
logical thing, hadn't she? Ken was a 




habit, nothing more. And a habit could 
be broken, but a marriage was another 
thing. And now they were both free to 
learn the ways of their hearts. 

Jane went right on feeling sensible and 
logical ... for one week. True, it was 
lonely without Ken, but that was habit, 
too! At the end of the week, however, 
Jane received quite a jolt. 

Strolling down Cypress Street, she saw 
Ken. With another girl. 

"What . . . what's happening to me?" 
Jane cried, as she ran home to fling her- 
self across her bed. She did not recognize 
her inner self, turbulent, seething, a tur- 
moil of grief and pain. It was unbearable! 
This feeling was not to be withstood ! Ken 
with this girl . , . this stranger! The ache 
grew deeper. Ken, holding her hand. 
Jane's head poUnded. Ken, kissing her. 
The turbulence grew more violent. 

Jane reached for the phone. "I don't 
care Tvhat you^re doing," she cried. "I 
want you heTeP 

Ken's arms around her. Ken's ring, 
back on her finger. 

"What happened to me, darling?" 
Jane asked, kissing the scar on Ken's 
chin. 

"Easy, angel," he answered. "Plain, 
simple jealousy . . . which proves you're 
in love. You see, logic is one thing, Jane 
. . . but love is another!" 
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TAKSN TO ms none MP PUCeO BBFORE THB FIge- 
PLACE JVUERS SHE mS OSLtSSP TO STMDFOH 
THUee FULL OAtS, WTHOimHtKINSOHReeT- 
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AT tye EHOOf THIS ORPSAL.SHE WAS CQNSIPBREP 
HMOIieV, Am TOOK HER PLACE IN THE HOUSEHOLD! 
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BUILP A Pipe BEFOPe THE MAN'S TENT,ANPMAKE 





^MONG SOME AUSTRALIAN MATIVE TRIBES.THE 
IMEPeiH/G CEREMOMV SIMPLV CONSISTS OP EX- 




IMBSR THE POOP AMP EVE OP HIS MOTHSB-IN' 



WIPS TO A UOUfE OP HIS OMN! 



W HEU ZEALAm,EVEH WHEH THE BRIBE IS ABREEABLl 
TO THE MARRIiSB,SHE PEISHSA BITTER PeSISTANCE 
TO THE ePOOmlAHP THE MORE THE BRIPE KICKS, 
CRIBS ANPSTRUeeLES, THE MORE SHE ISAPPlAmEB 
Bi HER FRISHPS '. , 



